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loads.  The men can still travel faster than I.
God knows what's ahead of us. This crossing is
a definite step, for I know damn well that once
on the other side at the pace we are going I'll
never get back if we don't get through. Must
confess in my heart that I am afraid as hell of the
crossing and prefer to try it alone. The now con-
stant pain throughout my whole body since my
fall has made me afraid of heights.  Leave the
foul, ill-fated Union Camp with mixed feelings,
and reach the river. The bridge is intact, but des-
perately close to the water and the flimsy poles
much too slippery to stand on with heavy nailed
boots, so have to negotiate it astride with my feet
hanging down. At lowest point of span my weight
with the haversack bends the bridge down until I
can hardly keep my feet out of the water, which
is still falling over the cascade with great force.
Great effort to keep from being spun round the
slippery pole by the water and thrown into the
cascade. Crossed to the eastern bank of the river
at last and await the others. Finally both Cajas
and Pasmino and our loads are all on the eastern
bank of the bloody river, which we have all come
to loathe. I estimate that we have travelled about
1,500 yards in a straight line in the last 14 days.
Great joy among us when we finally conquered
this river. How we hated the damn thing! It has
really taken us since August iyth (20 days) to
find our way through the short impasse.  At